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her, actually beholding at that moment the Journalist
of Sulaco. At once Mrs. Gould glanced towards An-
tonia,, posed upright in the corner of a high, straight-
backed Spanish sofa, a large black fan waving slowly
against the curves of her fine figure^ the tips of crossed
feet peeping from under the hem of the black skirt.
Decoud's eyes also remained fixed there, while in an
undertone he added that Miss Avellanos was quite
aware of his new and unexpected vocation, which in
Costaguana was generally the speciality of half-
educated negroes and wholly penniless lawyers. Then,
confronting with a sort of urbane effrontery Mrs.
Gould's gaze, now turned sympathetically upon him-
self, he breathed out the words, "Pro Patria!"

What had happened ^as that he had all at once
yielded to Don Jose's pressing entreaties to take the
direction of a newspaper that would "voices the aspira-
tions of the province/' It had been Don Jose's old and
cherished idea. The necessary plant (on a modest
scale) and a large consignment of paper Had been re-
ceived from America some time before; the right man
alone was wanted. Even Sefior Moraga in Sta. Marta
had n6t been able to find one, and the matter was now
becoming pressing; some organ was absolutely needed
to counteract the effect of the lies disseminated by the
Monterist press: the atrocious calumnies, the appeals
of the people calling upon them to rise with their knives
in theit hands and put an end once for all to the Blancos,
to these Gothic remnants, to these sinister mummies,
these impotent paraliticos, who plotted with foreigners
for the surrender of the lands and the slavery of the
people.

The clamour of this Negro Liberalism frightened
Senor Avellanos. A newsp&pef was the only remedy.
And now that the tight man had been found in Decoud,